CHAPTER  II.*
CAMBRIDGE. 1828-1830.
I past beside the reverend walls
In which of old I wore the gown;
I roved at random thro' the town, And saw the tumult of the halls;
And heard once more in College fanes The storm their high-built organs make, And thunder-music, rolling, shake
The prophets blazon'd on the panes:
And caught once more the distant shout, The measured pulse of racing oars Among the willows ; paced the shores
And many a bridge, and all about
The same gray flats again, and felt The same, but not the same; and last Up that long walk of limes I past
To see the rooms in which he dwelt.
Another name was on the door: I lingered ; all within was noise Of songs, and clapping hands, and boys
That crash1d the glass, and beat the floor;
Where once we held debate, a band
Of youthful friends, on mind and art,
And labour, and the changing mart, And all the framework of the land.
On February 2Oth, 1828, my father and my uncle Charles matriculated at Trinity College, Cambridge, where their elder brother Frederick was already a distinguished scholar, and had won the University medal for the best Greek ode on the Pyramids.
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